TRAVEL-DIARY
resembled the dumpings of a country dance. I went out
on to the balcony, to find, to my amazement, Fleming
still fast asleep. His pillow was a hard leather satchel, in
which he carried his writing materials. He didn't wake up
until we had nearly finished breakfast.
On the river a man was fishing from a boat with tame
cormorants. The cormorants perched all round the gun-
wale of the boat, squawking and flapping their wings.
They had short strings tied to their legs, but were quite
free. We watched one of them fighting a free-lance kite
for possession of a fish. Somebody told us that a well-
trained cormorant costs as much as twenty-five dollars.
At half-past nine we started. There were two car-loads
of us: A. W. Kao, Ching, Yang, and a young radio expert
named Shien; T. Y. Liu, Fleming, and ourselves. There
was a good deal of argument as to who should ride with
whom—but we clung firmly to our pet and mascot, T. Y.,
pointing out that the others would then be able to talk
Chinese amongst themselves.
Our first destination was the divisional headquarters
near Hwei-chow, a charming house in a large garden
which had once belonged to a famous historical scholar.
Here we were offered biscuits and bowls of sweet warm
milk, before beginning our morning strategy-lesson. Flem-
ing was very conscientious about 'lessons'. He took ex-
haustive notes and made us feel ashamed of our laziness.
Also, he knew enough Chinese to understand roughly
what was being said. He protested, most impressively,
when the translation failed to tally with the original.
This, needless to say, put A. W. Kao on his mettle. His
phraseology became increasingly schoolmasterish and pe-
dantic.
In a building near by there was a Japanese prisoner, a
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